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BEING SOMEBODY
A Good Story for Young Men and Boys.
BY ELIZA A. CHASE.

“ Come, William, will you go wilh us
this aftersoon ?** said James Gray to his
cousin.

** No, Jumes, T have already given you |
my reasons for refusing,” wns the reply.

** A fig for such reason! you can’t af-
ford the time! Why, man—or boy, ra-
ther, for you will never be a man—what
is one nfternnon that you are so afraid of
spending it 7" '

** Much, very much, James. I have s
diffieult plan almost completed and wish
to finish it while the idea is fresh in my
mind.”

** That everlasting plea again. Some
old machinery. enough to puzzle the brain |
of Archimedes himsell. Are you gouing
o invent a perpetual motion ? I do de-

clare, you are enough to provoke the pa-
tience of a saint. Forever moping over

plans, dingrams and models, and heatben-

;chmmi _patt of his trade; but his interi-
sve genius was excited. Curiosity led
him to examine the uses and peculiar
adaptation of the machinery he made, till
at length his active mind suggested vari-
ous improvements. All lis leisure time
was employed in the construction of mo-
dels, and his room might have been taken
for a miniature patent-office. The last
year of his apprenticeship was nearly ata
close, and William had not only improved
but had invented several really useful de-
signs. & )

Looking over a paper one day, he read
an offer of a prize of $1000 for the best
model for a peculiar kind of machinery to
be used in a cotton factory.

** Why should I not try 2" said he.

biographical sketch of * Fanny Forres-
ier,”” from which we extract sufficient to
explain the following exquisitely beautiful
lines :
« Before sayin the few words by which
we would recall the pomt.“!.Of her varied
life to our readers, let us Jive ane of the
drops of agony wrung from s hzaven-
child, while here on trial—a poem ;¥ritten
for her mother’s eye only, and certaily
the most manifest first breath of a soul’s
utterance that we have seen in common
language. It was sent to us some years
age by one of her fricnds, under a seal of
privacy, which we presur2e 1 ren_m\rcd'
by her death. She wrote it while at

He understood what was wanted, and
day afier day did he study intensely on |
the subject. At length he grasped the |
iden, and it was upon this he was at work
when James asked him to join the sailing

arty.

. Late at night his cousin returned, wea-
ry with pleasure, and found him sitting at
the table, a seuled package before him,
his checks flushed, an unusual brichtness
in his eye, and a peculiar expression on
his countenance. —

About one WW&H this, a gentleman
knocked at the do8F¥. It was opened by

James who was alone.

Manlmain, the missionary station” in In-
dia, at which she had been left by her
dying husband, Dr. Judson, when he em-
barked on a nearly hopeless voyage for
health. At the date of this poem, he had
been four months dead, although it was
ten davs before the sad news was com-
municated to her:

Sweet Mother.
The wild south-west monsoon has risen,
With broad, gray wings of gloom,
While here, from out my dreary prison,
Ilook as from a tomb—Alas !
My heart another tomb.

Upon the low thatehed roor, the rain

I wish to see Mr. Grey,”” said the
stranger, glaneing with a smile at the de-
coration of the room.

“ My name is Grey,”
for the guest. {

** Allow me to congratulate you on your/
success, Mr. Grey,” said the gentleman,
pointing te a counterpart of the model!
which stood upon the table.
“ My success ! I donotunderstand you,
sir,”” said James.

““ Are you nut Mr. Grey, the inventor|
of ‘;his delieate and important machine-
r}. ‘Il

placinz a chair/

ish machinery, that make one think vour
room a pagan temple. 1 expeect you wi'l'-!l
apply for n pateut for an improvement in |
the car of Jurgernaut, But it is of no!
use to talk to you, for you are joined to
vour idols.” .

**1 would try to be somebody,” he pet-
tishily continued, as he turned toward the
door.

“ Would vou, James was the quiet
reply of William, ** well, L am trying to be |
somebody."” l

““You take a strange way forit though. |
Here you are shut upin this dismal room, |
night after night, never enjoying a harm- |
Jess trick with the rest us, ur giving your- !
self any of the indulgences that make life
pleasant. [Lven a holiday makes na dif-
ference with you. One would suppose
you loved the very sigzht of the work-shop
and tools, for you have them forever wiih
you? e

“ Don't get excited, James,” snid Wil-
liam, smiling, ‘‘come be serious now.—
Do I neglect any of my duties? Do 1
not perform as much labor, and succeed
as well in my trade as any of you? And
as for cnjoyment ; vo one loves plensure
betier than I do. I should enjoy a sail
with you this afternoon very much, but
means for improvement nre limited,
and but little of my time e¢an I call my
own."

« James, we nre machinists, causing
gross material substance to assume shapes
of beauty and fitness, under the myste-
rious supremacy of our wills. Some call
this a low, common business, a mechani-
cal operation ; butitisnot so. There isa
mental power to which matter must bow,
and there is nothing bigher than lo ele-
vate and ennoble our conceplions so as Lo
make this plastic matter subservient to the
interests of man. It is thus improvmaents
are made. First the ideal then the cor-
responding outward form. In my mjml
there is shadowed forth, though but dim-

1

ar

ly—==
« Qave me from such lenrned inflie-
tions I exclaimed James. 1 have no

taste for what I ennnot understand. Well, |

William, be & dreamer if you please.—
I am for active life and its pleasures.—
Hurrah for our sail, and good-bye to the
second Fulton.”

o ProrJames! A ntere.hcwer of wood
and drawer of water,” sald William, as
be clused the dvor and resymed his oceu-
pation. : )

«t Whera's Will 2" cried several voices
as James joined his companions in the
street.

«« Oh, in his room, of course, calcula-
ting how much_beetle power it will take
to draw an acofi up an ant-hill.”

4 Couldn’t you prevuil on him to eome
I¢ is one of the best rowers we have.”

“We mizht as well try to prevail on
an oyster to leave his shell. I was really

-vexed, and gave him a short piece of my
mind. I told him at length, that I would
‘try and be somebody,” said James, light-
ing his cigar, and twirling his cane after
the most approged fashion.

« Good,” said Harry Gilbert, “I am
glad you showed your spirit. e is a
good-hearted fellow, if he is full of oddi-
ties, nnd it may, perlaps, start him from
his burrow. But what did he say ¥

« Oh, after arguing awhile, he went off
in a learned dissertation, in the midst of
which I made my escape. He will never
be anybody in the world, that is the long
and the short of it.”

James and William Grey were cousins,
and were apprentices in a machine shop.
where various kinds of machinery was
made. Jamuos, as may be inferred by the

. foregoing conversation, looketil upon his
w employment as a necessary evil. To him

it was manuel labor; a given number of
blows ; a requisite degree of heat; a cer-
tain expenditure of strength—in a word,
it was manuel in its most literal sense.

William, on the contrary, viewed it with
the eye of an artist. There was not mere-
ly the rough iron to be moulded into some
uncared for machine, but as he told James
a plastic material assuming beauty by the
will of man. 5 X -

He studied, therefore, not only the me-

-

L]

“1am Mr. Grey, but I am not the in-
ventor of anything,” returned James
somewhat bitterlty.  *“Here ig the fortu-
nnte person, my cousin, William Grey,”
he continued ns Willinm entered.

“ 1 rejoice nt your suceess, young mian,”’
said the strang=r 1o William.  Your plan
has met the entire approbation of e
committee of which [ am one. My name’
is Wilson, nnd I nm authorized to pay the
thousand dollars and alen advance yon
another thousand, on conldition that you
superintend the construction of the works
Lo be established.

William was astonished, overwhelmed,
and alter expressing bis thanks, added, |
“1am yuLan apprentice, anid my lime
will not expire within some thiree months.
After that I will aceept vour effer, if you
will wait till then.””

** An apprentice !"" said Mr. Wilson,.—
* How, then, ltt me ask you, hinve you
obtained sueh a knowled ge of mechanies?”?

“ By saving my lelsure moments, joined
to a love of my business asinvolving some
of the best interests of man.”

Six months from that time I saw Wil-
linm in a responsille office, with a high
salary, and the patentee of several uselul
inventions, wlhile James was a journey-
mon laborer with $25 a month.

“Well, James,”" said llarry Gilbert, a
short lime aflter, * William is somebody
alter all."" -

** Yes,” returned James, ¢ I think we
judged him wrongfully ance, T would give
all I have in the world 1o live over my
apprentice life again.  These leisure mo-
ments are what makes the man, after all,
Harry.”

PPat nnd the Oysters.

P’at, who had just been transplanted,
had been sent by his master to purchase
a half-bushel of oysters, at the quay ; but
twns absent so long that apprehensions
were enterlained for his safety,  1le re-
turned, however, at last, pufing in mu-
sical siyle under his load,

* Where have you been” exclaimed
his mnaster.

*Where have I been ? why, where
should 1 be but to feteh the oysters 7

“ And, what in the name of St. Patrick
kept you so long 2"

“ Long ! by my sowl, T think T have
been pretty guick, considering all things "

** Considering what things ? '

** Considering what things ? why, con-
sidering the gutting of the fish, to be
sure.”’

* Gutting what fish 7

“ What fish ? why, blur-an-ows, the
oysters.””

“ What do you mean ? "

“ What do 1 mean 7 why, [ mean that
as [wvas resting down fornent the pickled
| Herring 3 having a dhrop to comfort me,
a gintleman axed me what I'd got in my
sack.”

« Oysters," said L.

¢« Let us look at 'em,” says he, and he
opens the bag. ¢ Och! thunder and
praties,”” says he,** who sould you
these 7"’ '

« [t was Mick Carney,” I,
aboard the Pol Doodle Smack.”

« Mick Carney, the thief of the world !
what a blackguard he must be, to give
them to you without gutting."

“ Aint they gutted ? " says I.

¢ Mischief the one,”’ says he.

« Musha then,” says I, * what'll I
do ? »r

“Do!" says he, ¢ I'd sooner do it
myself than see you so abused.”” And so
he takes 'em in doors and guts "em neat
and clean, as you will see, opening al
the same time, his bag of oyster shells,
that were empty as the head that bore
them to the house.

8Says

Tae Grearest Work oF ARrr.—The
Great Pyramid in Egypt is 800 feet high,
and its base covers 13 acras. Its weight
is estimated at six millions of tons, and
its erection would occupy 3,000 men 20
years. ' If it were broken up the materials
would rear a wall around the whole em-

With ceaseless putter fulls ;

My choicest treasures bear its stnins :
Mould guthers on tha walls ; would haaven
'T'were only on the walls !

Sweet Mother, [ am here alone,
In sorrow and in pain !

The sunshine from my heart has flown ;
It foels the driving rain—ah, me !
The chill, and mould and rain,

Four laggurd months have wheeled their round,
Since love upon it smniled,

And everything of earth has frowned
On thy poor strickan child, sweet friond,
Thy weury, suffering child.

I'd watehad my luve onn night and day,
Scaree breathing when he slent,

And usmy hopes were swept away,
I'd in his bosom wept—Oh Gaod !
Mow L had proyed and wept !

And when they bore him to the ship,
I saw the white sails spread,

[ kissed his speechless, quivering lip,
Auad left him on his bed—Alns !
It saomad nocoffin bad.

When from my gentlo sister’s tomb,
Long since, 1 toars, wo came,

Thou saidst “[low desolate each reom !
Well, mine were just the smine that day—
The very, very same.

Theu, mother, little Charlay camo,
Our beautiful, fuir boy,

With my own futher's cherished nume ;
But oh ! he brought ne joy—my child
Brought mourning, and no joy.

[1is little grave I cannot sce,
Thougl weary months have aped

Sinze pityi ng lips bent over me,
And whispered, “1w is dead ""—Mother !
"Tis deradinl to be deud !

I do not mean for one liko me—
So weary, worn and weak——
Denth’s shadowy palenesg ssems 1> bas
E'en now upon my chack—his saul,
On form, and brow, and chesk.

But for a bright-winged bird like him,
To hus hihis joyous song,

And prisoned in u coffin dim,
Join Doath's puls phantom throng —my boy
To join that grizzly throng !

Oh, mother, 1 can searcely bear
To think of this, to day !

It was so exquisitely fair,
"Thut little form of elay—my hoart
Still lingers by his elay.

-And when for one loved far, far mors,
Come thickly gzathering tears

My star of faith is clouded o'er,
I sink beneath my fears, sweet friend,
My heuvy weight of fears,

Oh, but to feel thy fond arms twine
Around me once again !

It alinost seems those lips of thine
Might kiss away the puin—might sootho
This dull, cold, heavy pain,

But, gentle mother, through life's storms,
I may not lean on thes ;

For helpless, cowering littie forms
Cling trustingly to me—poor babes !
To have no guide but me.

With weary foot and broken wing,
With bleedingedicart and sore,

The dove luoks backwards sorrowing,
Butseeks tasark no mora—thy breast
Sveks uever, never more,

Sweet mather, for thy wonderer pray,
That loftier faith be given ;

Her broken reeds all swept away
That she may lean on heaven—her heart
Grow strong in Christ and Heaven.

Once, when young Hope's freSh morning derw
Lay spurkling on my breast,

My bounding heart thought but to do,
To work at Heaven's behest—my pains
Come at the same behest !

All fearfully, all tearfully—
Alone and sorrowing,
My dim eye liftod to the sky,
Fast to thecross I Cling—Oh, Christ!
T'o thy dear cross L cling,
Maulmain, August T, 1850,

Of the hymns in human language for
the soul only—few and holy and full of
meaning as the commandments—this is
one. e A2
~ Mrs. Judson, by her genius is inciden-
tally one of the world's memorable ones.
To a religious class, also, of which her
husband was ashining prophet, her mem-
ory will be dear. *But there are those
who look for bright ones among.the pil-

pire of France ten feet high and two and
a half feet thick. i, o ar
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£5F The Home "Jonrhaf"é“ivés‘ a brief

grims on that path. of trial by the world |
lunseen—the squl sore and heart wroug, !

with the hi
to anangel’s scope of a
be, by those, recognized ani
Sacred be the spot where
so suffered and won I’

i-‘fdm 'quéaﬁon‘i

ADA LESTER’S ani’SoL
- YOR

I~ 3
BY CARRY STANLEY
 New York, flay 24th:
My last letter from New|York, dear
MaJgie, I think, for we shallbe with you
in a welk. o CHEiTa b
With wncle’s permission - (jor mine he
seems to tnke 43 8 matter of 01_11'36) Mr.
Blanchard will agfOmpany u :
You ask if my nsmfl effrintery sus-
‘ained in my first interview wih Horace,
after Gerirade’s story.” | 4 . ° .
I am obiired to confess that i did not.
8 ych, Maggie, that you

You know so muc . A
shall know all now. I kegtmy rocts :
alall day-

der the plea of indispositio. T :
think I was never so still in py 1€ 88 8%
dinner time. I was in suh a O8PPY
dream I could not talk. Girtrude anl'

servation as much as possible! but the lat-
ter coud! not for the life of hin, keep from
sending laughing glances acr <s the table
at me. The evening happerd to be one
which the girls have their welkly conver-
zoine, to which about twenty dr thirty of
their intimate friends always come. '

I tried in vain to dress myself. Jthink
there was n dream between everyptroke
of the hairbrush. 1 frequently avoke to
consciousness to find myself sittingin my
sewing chair, with arms folded ajd smi-
ling in my reverie. Don’tlaugh tio much
Maggie, but I tell you it is an ghsolute
truth that when I was dressed I/ found I
had put on my walking gaiter boots instead
of my black satin slippers. Ido not know
to this moment how they got on, but
there they were neatly laced, and my
satin slippers and shoes were arranged
cosily side by side on the washstand.—
This incident reealled me to myself some-
what, though Gertrude came¢ into my
room and said that she had knocked half
a dozen limes at least and golmno answer;
but I do not believe her.

After all my heart had failed me. I
felt as I could not go down stairs and
meet Mr. Blanchard. Gertrude coaxed
some time in vain, till she put forth one
unanswerable argument—** It will be a
great deal less embarrassing to meet him
thus than alone.” So slowly I followed |
her down the staircase. I really behaved!
like a ehild, I laugh now when I think of
it. When we got neaily to the bottom,
without stopping to consider, I suddenly
turned and rushed again upto my own
room. QGertrude came panung and
luughing after me. ** I could’nthelp it,”
was 2ll my excuse.

** Now, Ada,” said Gertride, still
laughing, I'lld'ust tell you what it is, if
you do not go down with me, T'll send

Horace up for you."

f z rI;s ude do
have a little ‘patience,’’ and “lréh these
words 1 again followed her. The draw-
ing-room was brilliantly lighted and the
doors opened. As we reached &, I sa¥w
groups scattered about gaily talking ; but
immediately opposite the door was Mr.
Blanchard nnd George earnestly\conver-
sing. I could not help shrinking behind
Gertrude, and a little to one side. Mr.
Blanchard loooked up, saw her, and anx-
ivusly scanned her face ; I suppese she
telegraphed back favorably, for hij whole
countenance lighted up, and his quick
glance darted past her to where 1 stood.
Then he came forward; and half frankly,
half hesitatingly, took my hand.  Cen-
sorious people, dear Maggie, might have
said that he retained it longer then was
absolutely necessary, But I had nat the
heart to find fault with it. This sepmed
to satisfy him, and he was too considerate
to increage my agitation, which I knew
he saw, by addressing a word Lo me! ex-
cept on ordinary subjects in the presénce
of others.  But I felt him hovering near
me all the evening.  Only as he was ta-
king leave, whilst the others were busly
talking, he bent down his head and whs-
pered, * Are we friends pow, Ada 2" 1
do not believe I said a word in reply, bet
I judged by his face that he was quita
contented, for all.

The next morning, Gertrude produced |
a German song from some mysterious,
unpacked trunk, which she could nat
learn without I played the accompani-
ment for her ; at least so she said.

We had been at the piano a short line,
when I heard the hall bell ring. 1 play-
ed falsely in my trepidation, and thes
stopped altogether, Gertrude went on rolk
ing out the horible gutterals with the|
utmost covlness, yiving me a punch orn|
the shoulder, with a ** Why don’t you gq
on?'" 1 played away vigorously again,
by the time Mr. Blanchard entered thz
parlor, was * going on’'’ wilth as much
encrgy and as bad time as Gertrude could
wish., She greeted Mr. Blanchard warm-
Iy, but I was teo much occupied to do
more than bow. Horace drew a chair
up to the piano, and as my_ consin step-
ped the song, I of course was obliged to
stop the accompaniment. I was begin-
ning to feel entirely unembarrassed, when
George came to the door with ** Howdo,
Blanchard ? My patience, Gertrude, 1
believe you are like all the woman, never
ready, Itis time we were off to lovk
at that furniture,-snd you prowmised
to stop at Thompson’s for the girls.  I'll
be back for you in fifteen mingtes if you
can be ready.” £1

“ Goodness gracious ! Ge

seized me again. - 1 involuntarily turned
Gertrude’s dress as she arose to go,
my next impulse was to follow he
then I happened to Mr. E

4 idrive off, and Mr. Blanchard must have

George both kindly shielded me from ob-|u

The trepidation of the previous night|

around on the piano stool, and seized|

rs. i g2 3
g Would you ‘consider the proposal
made to you somée weeks ago, as an insult
now, Ada ?’ he asked, alter a pause.-

Had my life depended onit I'conld'not
have spoken. He clasped my hand more
Tclosely as he resumed, ** I'would not have
given up so_soon then, believe me, had
I not been led to believe, through Miss
Hinton, that you were already engaged.

Do you ' ! . o i
I was saved the necessity, dear Mag-
gie, of acknowledging the dégrading fact:
by bearing George enter the front door,
{and Gertrude descend the' staircase. 1
(sprang to the window'to see the carriage

“.ad some curiosily on the sabject also,
for e followed me. I do not think
1t o oo ked like faintiog, but Mr. Blan-
';1 ‘:{ O 1 yo consider it necessary Lo
ohard seemeu . o from which he did not

lead me to the son " ¢ >
g (ey was heard in
release me until unc.® S =Y :

the hall door. A9 ask.

«« Hey ! what's the matte.” Adla ?7 r::‘1:-
the good man, in astonishment, @5 = * “70
ed past bim and up the staircase ; J“-
did not think it worth while to st
Horace had promised to explain it all.

You cannot tell how I'dreaded the or-
deal of the dinner-table, Iknew 1 should
have to undergo my uncle’s raillery, and
something more from Louise.

“ Ho, ho I'” was the greeling, as I cn-
tered the dining-room somewhat izte.—
Every eye was turned upon me except
George’s and Gertrude’s. “ Ho, ho! so
you're going totake a New York husband
after all, you puss ! Well, I am heartily
glad, for your mother can’t say now that
I didn’t do my duty by you. You
couldn’t have got a finer fellow if you
had tried. I've given my permission.”

L involuntarily glanced at Louise. She

was porfestly livid; and her great black
eyes snapped with anger. Had she re-
ally loved Horace, Maggic, I should have
felv truly sorry that I was disappointing
her, but I think I understand her too
well now, not to know that it was his for-
tune and position, and not himself thav
she coveted ; nnd that her feelings toward
me arc those of envy rather than jeal-
ousy. \
I despatched a letter that very night to
mamma ; and Horace and uncle both
wrote to papa by the same post, 1 be-
lieve.

Yesterday I received a most beautiful,
affectionate note from Mra. Blanchard,
asking me if I would lay aside formality,
and come to see her before I left the city,
as she was too much of an invalid to eall
on me. It was accompanied by an ox-
quisite bouquet of hyacinths and roses.

Of course I consented, and Horace cal-
ed for me this morning. 1 never felt so
anxious ebout my appearance in my life,
Maggie, nor such a wish to make a good
impression.

** Here mother is the daugher I am go-
ing to bring you,” said Horace ns we en-
tered Lho room.

“I know that I shall love her very
much,’’ was the kind reply, accompanied
by a kiss.

I felt at ease in a moment, and never
passed a pleasanter hour than in thatsick
chamber. Mrs. Blanchard seems to be
'such an intelligent woman, that one must
love her.

Now, Maggie, da not laugh at me, and
ask where the ‘“ smoked glass' is now ;
I acknowledge that I see everything
through a most absurdly bright coleur de
rose medium ; but it is much the pleas-
antest, I assure you.  Ever yours,

? Apa,

P. 8.—Ella, the witch, vows she is go-
ing to be bride’s-maid, to which I have
consented, premising that it must be se-
cond to your charming self, dear Mag-
gie.

C———, September 20th.

Dean Moriigr.—Adna and Horace left
this morning on their bridal tour, and af-
ter the excitement of the wedding the
the house looks desolate enough, 1 as.
sure you. One can scarcely realize that
these drawing-rooms, with their fadded
flowers and falling evergreens, were the
scen2 only last night of so much gai-
ety and life. Lreally think that half of
C——— was crowded into the house, or
rather in the house and piaz s ; for for-
tunately the evening was d "!.:f_ul, and
the greater part of the younge por ion of
the company preferred “brilli

the™
moonlight and fresh air to the sola
and warm rooms. A

Ada streneously cbjected to all this pa-
rade at first, bat ber friend Maggie Ha-
zleton and Ella nearly broke their hiearts
at the idea of a private wedding, when
they were to look 26 charming, and Mrs,
Lester said, that as Ada was going away

But I could not help ‘thinking that you|
loved me, sometimes, in spite of that—|

top, 1%

‘marriage took place
elosk aniloRpBaE thy ey’ 454
lintimate friends were invited, . ..
o’clock the other guests came pouring
[One large room up stairs was cleared for
dahcing, and every ‘foot of the floot was
occupied till after eleven o’clock by him-
ble feet flying afound to the music. =
The people of C seem to think that
they nssemblé together for something else
beside eating and drinking, Tor!though
the dinning-room was thrown opén, and

the tables at parties in New York.
Good Mrs: Richards seemed perfectly
ubiquitous, but most in her glory in the
dining-room, where she presided overthe
coidee-urn with gracious dignity.  Ehe
oceynies @ comfortable room in a pleas-
ant ;art‘ of C -, and has as much
sewing as ghe can do, for whic_h._sha_ is
well paid. Her davotiof and gratitude to
Ada 1§ almost unpousded. LTRYES:
But I have forgotte about (he bride's
dress, thie last thing lo ba.‘peglgcled., 1
kmow. 1t was of a plain white silk, rich
ar;d heavy, without arnament of any kind,
¢ a lougquet de corsage of orange flow-
clematis. A *}hﬂ.hnof l.hel s:;ruc
-temed the super russels lace
Esilrerwshi;z;ll; ou sent to Ada, on hep head:
; ' superb set of dinmonds

Horace gave hes 8 -
+ w.ould notiwear a par-
and pearls, but she W “\anohard bas gi-

ticle of jewelry. Mrs. ' 1o
ven as r;‘ bridnsl present n '-‘h'm“?r“;n:l &
hair shawl, that will make h.% ‘:’ as
““upper ten' gnaw thei) laps wit.® €TVYE
As to father's pile of bank bili
suspect that most of them will be left in’
C——— in the shape of comforts for
some of Ada's psor charges. She has
certninty received no present which has
given her so much pleasure, for in ihis
way she has been fully enabled to gratify
her native-born beneyvelence. T
* George and myself will leave in n few
days for New York. 1 am anxious now
that our home is rendy to get intoit,  As
to the bridal party, there is no knowing
when they will return, not before the Iat-
ter part of October, I suppose. They all
went off in high spirits, though Horace
and Ada seemed to think that it would
be a formidable piece of work to keep
three such turbulent spirits as Ella’s,
Maggie's; and young Hazleton's in order,

(!XCEP
.

¢rs anq

with Ada, _

It seems that Mrs. Blanchard has re-
furnished the house entirely in magnifi-
cent style reserving but two rooms for
herself with their old-fashioned furniture.
This troubles Ada exceedingly, who cares
a great deal more fer her mother-in-law’s
love and comfort than for rosewood and
brocntelle, but Horace said that Mrs.
Blanchard would not listen to his repre-
sentations on the subject, so he was obli- |
ged to give up.

Isuppose we shall notsee you till after the
fancy ball is over, though I éhould think
the sea breezes rather éool now. :
What is the rumor about Louise’s flir-
tation with that fellow who styles himself
the Count de Mothin? Greorge declares
that from the deseription, he is sure that
lie is the sume man whom he saw on the
steps of the * St Nicholas just before
we left home, and who was a barber in
the rue de Riclelieu at PParie, and a most
expert thrower of ** the bones.”

I am, mother, your affec(ionate daugh-
ter. Gerrrupe Hixrox.

California.

The reporterof the SBan Francisco News
furnishes that paper with the following
report of a speech made by a California
auclioneer :

** Ladies and gentlemen, I now have
the honor ofyputling up a fine pocket
handkerchief; a yard wide, a yard lonyg,
and almost a yard thick ; one half coltun
and t"other half cotton, too; beautifully

ng in.

I|of whom I thoug!

{mined that no

Maggie Fazleton is to spend the wintef |

ltuzc;r-.‘nmp-alnn Redivious=-8cene in|

mished at the S ' :
tell who, so buy’where!
all that eserve hang

the table bountifully spread” With eake,|bod
wine, creams, and other things more sub- |\
stantial, it was never crowded as we Bee ¢

'eonsciiuﬁa.-t@% okles of
warranted to hold'so tig
wife can rob him of the brege
short, s strong; As” robd; “as’

effectun), and as Gona fide, as th

against Chinese shop# ¢ ﬁ'ﬂko
gone at twenty-five cents.

. Nearly & dosen y;i‘krl' W
return to the old homesténd, io%
State of Connecticut, having

ted my. studies of medigine, «
ny with a goodly number:ofy
stopped for the night, at

in the town of B——, nok bejr
sume my journay:{ill & Iate ha
following day. ing al
admirer of the country, I w
dissatisfied with the arra
my pleasure was enhancel

the well lald supper ,tllb]tq;
. p‘F" -'en»a-*.i;

dies of surpassin

 \Je creature in existene
LT lq.g!ol were o
tleman A0OUL MY 4 8, Wil
could not @:'?‘.'_l;--lfﬁ.el__,glsl ding
He ot only epgrossed all th
og L8l

usernent.

bat, luexy d

cipate in the anius Fi
some little; .;_i_'glic!lﬁ}.’f",!’).
younger of the two Indics. g
icy aul;: of 'i(;{ildon’nl-l?:ar&; E»’Vﬁ. 2
fectually ohilled any further sy
intimacy, = I soon left | "I%m
could not drive the im )
being we had ‘%ﬂq;,

Bomething Whi
should" become  Aequa
future time, but in the interim T
thaa usually uneasy. I longed
only an intimate acqualntance, bu
ceptedlover, and had I bean possi
'all the wealth of Crasus, I wou
itatingly havs poured it'into her |

In the excitoment I was th
T thought to wali might dg
on opening the door, I |
‘had setin as dark as Eru
‘an'entire stranger, thel
what mischief I might encoun
made up my mind to compra
‘matter by taking my candle an
heu‘. g 2 FE . -

I retired, but fdr‘u’"'-l,q? |
and tossed about sadly ;' now,
by which I'nfight make ﬂum
of the lady, would sugges
then -.nol.herr‘,"tml.ll_-'ali last 1 fo
in n state of dreamy langour.

Lfaneied L h Ja"’m& ' i
near my bead

ness uniil some

enough to :Jm .
Dear madan
mistake, 1’ll—
.The-,l‘g{:d“b
more, ' th
all ladies wre.
ringing throt,

to live, she thought it would be the easi-
est and most gratifyiog way (o most of

her acquaintance in-C—= to bid th
farewell in this mapner. - - &8
Ada at last yielded, for she w

thoroughly happy to think that an
of the kind can make mue . differéne

(4

langhing eye and amt
countenance, and—wil




